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warden's wheel came off as he was climbing to
his seat, and that incident was the wolf-bailiff's
salvation, for he was prompted to examine his
cart in time. The festivities at Tuorila had sud-
denly lost all their glamour. And it was all
Jussi's fault, Jussi's. that wretched lout's, whom
the master had kept for years, his vacant face
a constant secret stumbling-block in the path
of ambitious dreams, a reminder of the master's
own former lowliness.

The struggle between the master and Jussi
woke up Konanteri.

" Well now, I do believe I'm in that lad's bed,"
muttered Konanteri with drowsy good-nature.

" You lie there as long as you like. That
bed's vacant now," the master said. Thrusting
Jussi out of the room he added: " See, there's
your road, the road you came by, back to where
you came from."

Daylight had come by the time Jussi was on
the last lap of his tramp to Toivola, a cabin in
the backwoods. Naked spruce roots, thick as a
man's waist, hung snakily over the yielding
track, which the sun was streaking with its
early morning beams. The hiding Jussi had
received had left behind it nothing like the same
bitterness as on that former occasion a year ago,
after the dance. He kept on repeating to
himself, his mind fixed on an image of Tuorila: